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and her lights by night would disappear, and our hearts
would jump into our mouths for fear we might yet fail.
But at last, with all our bunting up, and both ships
dressed as if for a holiday, we proudly entered the Nar-
rows of St. John's, the cynosure of all eyes. The skipper
and our friend had gone to England, so the Govern-
ment had them extradited. The captain, who was ill
with a fatal disease, made a full confession, and both
men were sent to prison.

That was how we "went dry" in our section of La-
brador.last we stood
